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To be completely honest, Jason wasn't sure about what made pressing the gun to his head so appealing. He 


wasn't suicidal. 


The thought caused him to let out a soft laugh. He did sound a bit insane, huh? Yeah, fofally not suicidal. He 


was seconds away from potentially blowing his brains out, for god's sake. 


Keyword: potentially. He had spun the cylinder of the revolver around, and there was only one bullet. A one in 


six chance of meeting his end. 


It was essentially Russian Roulette with one player. Jason liked it better that way, with one person instead of 


several. 


The typical way of playing Russian Roulette was..Well, it involved too many people who would never consent to 


his twisted idea of fun. Anyone he could ask would take him to the nearest mental facility without a second 


thought. 
„Huh. 


Thinking about other people (specifically his bandmates.) was really souring his mood. Fucking Metallica, charging 
everything to his account for what felt like the millionth time. 


Today wasn't even that bad of a day in terms of his interactions with them so far. But, to be fair, it was only 
the afternoon. They'd surely think of something else to do, like- 


No. 


Jason forced himself to inhale and exhale, then set the gun onto the table, but his hands still shook. From 


what? Fear? Anger? Resentment? 


He sure as hell didn't know! Insanity, that's what it was! He was slowly being driven insane. Or maybe he 
already was insane and was just now realizing! Hah Maybe that's why he was so fucking indecisive. Insanity sure 


got to you in the end, huh?! Huh?! 

Jason's quickening breathing filled the air, temporarily slowing after a self-inflicted hit to his forearm. His eyes 
squeezed shut, trying to focus on the newfound pain right underneath his wrist. It hurt. Good. Just focus on 
the pain.He could continue thinking without his unnecessary crying. 

He was being like this over..not being decisive? Right? What was something that he was sure of? 

„He wanted to die happy. Even though it would be poetic for him to die with tears and a frown on his face so 
that they could all see.he didn't want to suffer. His "mad" thoughts of killing himself were a safe haven, not 
something coming out of sorrow. It was Ais thing. They didn't drive him to this. He was stronger than that. He 
could deal with it. 


Using his suicidal ideations? 


Jason's eyes narrowed at the words that entered the back of his mind, forcing himself to ignore it for now 


and grab whatever was closest-in this case, the hairbrush he had left on the drawer-to him. 
Suicidal ideation He wasn't.He didn't.Having suicidal ideations didn't describe him. 


"Or did they?" his mind whispered from somewhere in there. It.didn't. No..Those words combined sounded so 
grim, so helpless, as if he needed help! 


Jason squeezed his eyes shut, desperately trying to ignore the tears that were, once again, leaking out and the 


shudders that shook his body. 


No. 


Gripping the handle of the brush tightly, he pressed the bristle into his forearm, dragging it from his elbow to 
his wrists. 


That hurt. If only Jason cared about that! (Definitely. He definitely didn't care. He didn't want to oh-so 
desperately stop. But, no) 


Several streaks of pink later, along with a line of red where the hairbrush's bristle had cut through his skin, 


Jason set the hairbrush aside to examine his arm, and for the first time, a small smile appeared on his face. 
Who would have thought you could deal so much damage to yourself with a hairbrush? That was fucking cool if 
you asked Jason. Just the sharp contrast of the red, pink, and his natural skin color combined with the 


lingering sting..Yeah, the effects of his "self-harm" were great. 


But, the true moment of suspense still lay ahead of him. His right arm reached back out for the gun, holding it 


to his forehead once more. 

A giddy feeling stirred inside him, replacing almost all of whatever the hell he was thinking earlier. Maybe it 
was today when he'd die! Then, no one could accuse him of insanity, madness, delusion, or whatever else they 
could think up! Or maybe they would, but he'd be long gone by that point! It wouldn't matter! 

With that in mind, Jason pressed the trigger. 

Click 


„Nothing. Oh. That was..disappointing. 


Well, at least it was only day 5 of his game. Jason would win one day. 


